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or his valet to show her the rooms. There, one day, she found
seated on a pole in an ante-chamber. Charlotte's grey parrot*
Coco, now no longer a much-petted bird but ill and verminous!
Karoline asked Leopold to let her have it to nurse back to
health, and he gave it her as a present, obviously glad to
get rid of it. Under Karoline's attentions Coco soon recovered,
and shrieked away in German, probably thinking that after
this long nightmare of neglect his Charlotte had come back
to look after him.
The question whether Leopold should or should not go to
Greece had come to a head, and now entirely occupied the
minds of both him and Stockmar. One morning in February
Stockmar rode up to the Bauers* house at a gallop, excitedly
calling out to them that the crown of Greece had been definitely
offered to Leopold and that, in consequence, Karoline was
free! Karoline, in her joy, flung her arms round his neck and
burst into tears of relief.
When, later, Leopold himself arrived, the emotional creature
was again in tears, this time from mixed feelings, for delightful
as it was on the one hand to think she could now go back to
the stage she was at the same time moved at the idea of parting
from this man who had once opened the door to a happiness
before unknown to her. A little over-rising to the occasion,
she greeted him as King of Greece, and wished him god-speed.
This moving reception fell flat, as Leopold merely remarked
that he hoped the climate would agree with him better than
did the everlasting mists of England, and he then expatiated
on the charms of tents covered with blue-and-white striped
silk which he had already ordered to be made, and under
which he intended to stretch himself while listening to the
singing of "fair Greek women." He then started his drizzling,
and while the instrument sizzled away discussed with Karoline
whom he should marry, passing all the European princesses in
review as possible Queens of Greece.
Karoline managed to suppress her feelings till he had gone;
but when Stockmar appeared the next morning she told him
that now nothing should stop her going back to Berlin, as
Leopold's egoism had killed her last shred of affection. But
again Stockmar urged patience for a few more weeks till
the Greek question should be entirely settled. The truth
is that Stockmar, at this juncture, was himself going through
a difficult time with Leopold, and wished to keep Karoline
as a soothing syrup for his master. Stockmar had travelled
a long way from the humble-minded young doctor that